.....        ""MARSE HENRY"'

rison his defeat, to the Homestead riots of the mid-
summer, which transferred the labor vote bodily
from the Republicans to the Democrats. Mainly
on account of this belief I opposed his nomination
that year.

In the Kentucky State Convention I made my op-
position resonant, if not effective. "I understand,"
I said in an address to the assembled delegates,
"that you are all for Grover Cleveland?"

There came an affirmative roar.

"Well," I continued, "I am not, and if you send
me to the National Convention I will not vote for
his nomination, if his be the only name presented,
because I firmly believe that his nomination will
mean the marching through a slaughter-house to an
open grave, and I refuse to be party to such a
folly."

The answer of the convention was my appoint-
ment by acclamation, but it was many a day before
I heard the last of my unlucky figure of speech.

Notwithstanding this splendid indorsement, I
went to the National Convention feeling very like
the traditional "poor boy at a frolic." All seemed
to me lost save honor and conviction. I had be-
come the embodiment of my own epigram, "a tariff
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